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lecture, attached so much importance, he sang the pathetic,
heart-searching Rammenta i lieti di, accompanied by the organ
alone, in the same strident tone as the menace with which it
concludes as the orchestra comes in at the words Non odi qual
clamor. The only really effective passage in this scene, which
Miss Eames played lachrymosely and without distinction, was
his powerfully expressive play at the chorus of worshippers.

The fact that, being seventy-five minutes late, I saw only half
of Giulia Ravogli's Carmen, tempts me to announce publicly
that it is a mistake to suppose that I am a sort of boy-messenger,
always in waiting at York Street, Covent Garden, to dash off to
any concert or opera immediately on receipt of an invitation.
But, after all, invitations are invitations; and those who send
them have a right to choose their own time, without reference
to my convenience, which points to at least a day's clear notice.
However, I saw enough of Carmen, which went off brilliantly,
to be able to testify that Randegger conducts it worse than ever;
that Lubert, the latest Spanish tenor, is not so handsome as Valera,
nor so fearfully afflicted with goat-bleat as Suane, and that his
voice is of rather commoner quality than either of theirs, also
that he is, like them, careful and intelligent about his stage busi-
ness, rising even to energy as a melodramatic actor; that Celli,
not knowing his part in Italian, and failing to get any help from
prompter or conductor, sacrificed himself somewhat dreadfully
as the Toreador; that Mile Janson fitted into the cast very well
as Frasquita (or was she Mercedes?); that Sofia Ravogli played
Micaela exactly as she would have played Norma; and that Vas-
chetti as Zuniga, a small but important part, requiring some dis-
tinction of manner and finesse of play, especially in die entry in
the tavern scene, maintained his reputation for brazen lungs and
unalterable but good-humored incompetence. As to Giulia, I
gravely doubt whether my opinion of her is worth the paper it
is written on. If anybody else were to sing the florid passages in
Bertoni's aria in Orfeo, or the lilt in the tavern scene of Carmen,
as she sings them, how that person would catch it in this column!
But in the presence of such a millionaire in artistic force as Giulia,
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